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But howe'er, his hap was that the sword so through-
waded                                                                  890
The Worm the all-wondrous, that in the wall

stood
The iron dear-wrought: and the drake died the

murder.

There had the warrior so won by wightness,
That  he   of the  ring-hoard the use  might be

having

All at his own will.    The sea-boat he loaded,
And into the ship's barm bore the bright fretwork
Wsels' son.    In the hotness the Worm was to-
molten.

Now he of all wanderers was widely the greatest
Through the peoples of man-kind, the warder of
warriors,                                                     899

By mighty deeds; erst then and early he throve.
Now sithence the warfare of Heremod waned,
His might and his valour, amidst of the eotens
To the wielding of foemen straight was he be-
trayed,

And speedily sent forth : by the surges of sorrow
O'er-long was he lam'd, became he to his lieges,
To all^of the athelings, a life-care thenceforward.
Withal oft bemoaned in times that were older
The ways of that stout heart many a carle of the
wisest,